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Borne recommended to the ſerious Attention of my Fellow 
Labottrers and Fellow Townſmen, the' honefl, well-meaning 
and induſtrious Mechanics and n of the Town of 
Birming bam. 5 
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A Rumour raiſed of Nothing ſoon vaniſheth; and the End of 
it is nothing Elſe, but to make the. tnnocency of bim bo 8, 
, Slangeres to be more admired. 


* 


. A SAYING- OF MY UNCLE'S» 


Hearken unto me. I will alſo ſhew you my Opinion. 
n SHARK. 
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VERY FAMILIAR LETTERS, 


LETTER IV. 


FRIEND NOTT, 


RUTH is a ſalve that heals all ſores, and a coat 

that will never make any man aſhamed. So 
then I don't flinch from telling ye my mind, from 
the beginning of great A, down to the end of Amper 
Zad. I hope no offence for what is paſt, as I dean't 
mean that any thing ſhould ſtick in your gizzard as 
the ſaying is. Old friends are not ſoon parted. No- 
No—you and I don't mean to be like your---your 
tip-top folks that are on to-day and off to-morrow---: 
We are not like your root, that'll never fly but where 
there is ſomething te feed on. But if there weren't a 
vejable or an apple-pie in the world, we ſhould for 
all the world be juſt like the two ends of an egg that 
always go together. Faſt bind, faſt find. | 
But then d'ye ſee, friend John, we don't hum and 
ha over matters like our gentry. They come with 
« your farvice” in one hand, and “ rabbit ye” in 
the t'other ; but we don't cut and clip our words as 
tho* God A' mighty put our tongue within our teeth 
to laf at us. Mayn't maſter Armſtrong take heart 
then, friend John, that thof he don't like your goings 
on, as you may ſee, yet plain dealing won't break the 
pitcher and ſpill the liquor? Truth you ſee may be 
blam'd but can't be ſhamed; and as my ſchuel maiſter 
Scrivens uſed to fay, when he had beaten a poor 
naughty child---there! there! Sirrah! take that for 
A 2 | your 
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our pains, and be down in the mouth an you will. 
But mind ye now, He that won't hear the whip from 
a friend, ſhall wince at the ſpur from his foe / 

I ſuppoſe you are all agape like an oyſter, to know 
why 1 writes again, and how this book of letters 
comes to be a partner-ſheep affair: now I'll let you 
into the light on't, You muſt know as ſoon as a 
man cou'd ſay, Here's at ye, a mort of folks fair and 
foul, gentle and ſimple, all hurry-ſcurry-—-helter- 
ſkelter---tag-rag and bob-tail, ſcampered down to my 
priating-mon's, as though old nick was in *em, or 
ſome pepper was under their tails, Ods bobs and 
boddikins! you would not ha* thought they had 
wanted the whip / Four-penn'eth of whipcord ſays 
one Alexander's laſh for an horſe, cries a ſecond--- 
Maſter Armſtrong's thong for an «fs, bellows a third 
like the Yardelay bull. For truth, they ſeemed ſo 
ſhannied that none knew what I meant but the 1%. 
Now mind ye friend, the whole tote on 'em lick'd 
their chaps to ſee Alex. and fo for a jot of time, I 
was mortal like a ſwing-gate; far I cou” not tell 
which way to take (which wou'd you Jean ?) either 
to make my fortune by having my ſoul ſtared 
out o' my body for wonderment's ſake and ſuch ; or 
make whips, with Alex. put at the butt end on 'em, 
and friend Nott at other, and trade in books of my 
own compoſture, as ye may call it. 

In this quandary up comes Able Sharp the ſpur- 
maker ; who begins to coax and wheedle like any 
thing, and makes a good puſh to get up my ſleeve, as 
the Hing is. So Alex. ſays he, there's the deuce of 
an outcry all through the town for wwhips---the more 
the merrier---them people you made em for, are ca- 
pering head over heels, hither and thither, juſt like a 

| whirl-de-wind ; 
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whirl-de-wind ; ſome's gone into Small-broke flreet ; 
ſome this way, and ſome that---ſome to the farmers 
and country-folks to have a jerk at their black-cattle. 
And tack't to all that, they ſay your friend, John 
Nott, is ſo deadly moved by a pain i' the bowels, 
that apple-pie (hot or cold no matter for that) ſhall 
never play old ſatan, or the prieſt with him, as long as 
the world ſtands, to ſay againſt his conſcience, if by the 
bleſſing of God he can but get clean fingers again. 
Hah ! Alexander, quoth Sharp, if you had let me 
into the ſecret of your going to be a book-maker, I'd 
ha'gi'n ye a lift as ye may ſay. You might have cut 
theſe parſuns into pound pieces, and proved the old 
roverb good, Dung does no good till it is ſpread. 
f I had half the ſtrength of your arm, I'd a made 
'em wince again: Howbeit, if you're willing I'll tick 
my ſpurs in their fides, and ſee what that will do. 
Well Johnny, after this pr'amble, we became one as 
the ſaying is, and this is to Jet you to know, as how 
I Alexander Armſtrong ſells the whips, and my 
partner Able Sharp the ſpurs; and we means to live 
cheek by jowl under the ſame roof; that if any 
country . gentleman ſhould want to drive any lazy 
cattle into church, or any unruly ones from church, 
and my whips won't do, Sharp's ſpurs may. And as 
you have told Mr. Prieſtley, you are got up in the 
world, I can't *frain from ſaying, we means to get a 
pair of pattens, one for Able, and another for me, 
from the king; and then do ye ſee, the trade's all ou, 
own. And may'nt the king, by-the-by, when ou 
name's-up, give us a rare order to whip the 5 
out of their flalls? Hey? p 
I Armſtrong writes ye this kind letter, that you 
might not be taken by ſurprize, or frited out of your 
| A'2 wits 
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wits as they ſay the Rev. Mr. Falſtaff was in one of 
the old king's days. 


I am, 


Your fincere friend, 
ALEX. ARMSTRONG. 


Poſtſcript. Maſter Sharp's fingers itch, and ſo I 
let's him write the next. And you may tell Betty 
that there's nothing but ſnap---ſnap---ſnap, all over 
town and country; and the dear folks like me ſo they 
mean to break me down for my whipcord ; and ſome 
have juſt popt the queſtion whether I won't conde- 
ſcend to ſell Halters, for they ſay they ben't to hang 
their beaſts, but only to tie em up. And, O dear 
my memory is vaſtly treach'rous—tell little Dick, I 


means to give him a whip into the bargain for his 
daddy's ſake. 


LETTER V. 


MR. NOTT, 


HIS tells ye, I ha' ſeen your Very Familiar 

Letters. Very, vaſtly, naſhion-family-liar; for 

to ſcrape acquaintance with a great mon's name, you 

have fathered a fine bag of fa//ities upon him; but as 

the ſaying is, a liar won't be believed though be ſpake 

the truth. Did you never read the fable about this at 
your ſchool in the ſpelling-book ? 

Vaſtly earneft you be among our fellow-labourers. 
But mind ye now, if you be'nt ſmothered in your 
own duſt; nothing I promiſe ye can fave ye, but 
running away like a deg that has burnt his tail. And 


then 
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then as you ſay, we are all hong to the back-bone; for 
we takes nobody's milt or potatoes from em. And 
oh | pray let me ax ye, why deant ye ſay you wrote 
your book to the pitiful mechanics of Brummigham ; 
for look ye, we poor folks don't extortion upon one 
another. No, no, we dont wait to ſee, as ſome folks 
do, how many eggs are laid in a day in a country- 
man's pig-ſty, or over his oven. Rabbit it ! if I lived 
at ville], I'd catch the parſon napping as we ſay, and 
make him lay as many eggs as he fleals away, or I'd 
ſee the reaſon on it! We whip-makers and button- 
burniſhers, and ſpur-makers, and the whole tote of us, 
when any body on us been ailing ſay, well neighbour 
can I lighten your burdens for you? Hows Kate? 
hows little black-eyed Suſan? for God's ſake do tell 
me. And if I can make bad better, I'll ſtrain a point 
to do it. You calls us well-meaning. Why that's 
true again; for we eant like your ſharping fellows 
who try to take people in. We dont ſay to gentle- 
folks, we'll marry and chriſten and bury for a groat, 
and then take a filling | this is too bad. And then 
we dont make believe to favour poor folks, and then 
let 'em to know, if they dont ſpend all their ſavings 
to make a to do at making the child a chriſtian, we 
ſhant church 'em again. 

And then do you ſee, as you ſay mortal right, we 
are all induſtrious ; for we tug and ſtrive ourſelves to 
death's door to keep out of jail; for the conſtables 
wont favour us poor folks. But here's the beauty of 
it, John; we all eat our own gettings, But ] don't 
find any of theſe rectors are great farmers ; they are 
neither plowiig or ſowing, but they are naſhion good 
hands at ſtuffing their barns with poor folks* corn. 
You know, John, we that are ſlived up ſo cloſe on 


work- 
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work-a-days, loves to take a ſober walk into the 
country when Sunday comes. Laſt Sunday I and 
Alexander took Yardeley and Sillil road, hink- 
ing our heavenly Father would not take it amiſs to 
go to church and ſay our prayers in the country, we 
ax'd a good looking gentleman farmer, which ſtyle 
took us to the church? - Church] church We ha 
no church worth going to. We are all houſe-proteſ- 
tants. Our folks ha' got it into their heads that our 
rectors are all a ſwarm locuſis ſent by our governors 
to devour the crops of their farms up, and as my farm 
iſn't worth a louſe ne, I ſhant ſpare em; for, bleſs the 
Lord, they ha'nt got our tongues. As ſure as you are a 
living man, we can't pay our way, and poor children in 
our pariſh are juſt famiſhed. And whether ſleeping or 
waking they are always breaking their poor mammy's 
heart ſtrings; crying, mammy, milk—milk, mammy. 
As ſure as my name's old honeſty, I thinks there will 
be a rifing among us ſoon, for we are half anotimies now. 
Ay, ay | the golden days are over ; and this puts me in 
mind of what my grandfather uſed to ſay, as how the 
rat-catcher told him that he met with all ſorts of var- 
min in his travails ; ſuch as black rats, Norway rats, 
water rats, and ſo on; but faid my grandfather, depend 
on't, depend on't, you'll never rid the country of var- 
min, till you keep out of your houſes and barns the 
worſt of all rats, commonly called Q- rats. My 


I thinks old 9 grandfather bore a little too hard 
upon poor ey for do ye ſee, they are for all the world like 
the jackall I feed at our Brummigeham fair; the ſhow man told 
us as how, he was the lon's provider, and that it was as much 
as his head was worth, to touch a morſa] *afore the lion had got 
all he wanted. But mayhap too, now its come into my head, old 
honeſty's grandfather meant, by Q=-rats, ſcratching, devourmg 
parſuns , of every ſort. : | 

dame 
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dame ſays they are the very devil to eat apple- pie 
and ſuck eggs. 

And now I be upon it, I wonder our parliament- 
men, that they ſay ha' got ſuch great farms, dont take 
ſides with their tenants, and make ſome laws to keep 
the fingers of pariſh prieſts from p:/fering, which in my 
mind is a plaguay deal worſe than robbing upon the 
high ways. But as I ſaid afore, the conſtables are 
afear'd of ſuch folks as have got a friend at court, as 
they ſay the Sillil rectifier has. But theſe parſons 
and court people. are all holding together to /arve 
themſelves, and plunder you and 1 poor folks. hy 
as true as I'm here, { ſhould not wonder if they 
were to hang you and I, John, if they could get any 
thing by it ; but faix, if the one did not finger the 
chink, and the tother fleece the ſheep, you'd find 
them as far aſunder as Botomry Bay is from T yburn. 

You ſee, tho' my name is Abel Sharp, I heant 
galloped over much ground yet, Armſtrong, to my 
mind, has given you a fine dreſſing; but as we are now 
become partners, I and he means to whip and ſpur all 
the blood out of your body. Save we ſhant make any 
account of ſuch words as theſe in your book, © Betty's 


a nation ſenſible woman, My wife's notion is to my 


liking,” Betty would be glad to have a little chat with 
Mrs. Prieſtley,” and ſo and ſo, for as the ſaying is, 
We mult never mind a TRIFLE.”* I afk your par- 
don Betty. | 

I am now come to the advertiſement to your boo 


which tells, as how your letters got up into the hands 


of a principal faction in this town. And as how the 
faction believed they contained the ſentiments of 
their order, And how they burniſhed it as ye may 
fay ; and a'ter that the principal faction ſend em out 
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with all their friting imperfections on their head! 
Well ſaid Mr. Faction and Malefactor: many true 
words are ſpoken in jeſt. Now John, you had better 
have had nothing to do with thoſe malefactors; for as 
the ſaying is, let every thief make his own ſpeech. 

And then do ye fee, John, as you did not make 
books for a polite public, but for the /zwer ſort of 
publics, or gin ſhops and alehouſes; the rookery had 
no buſineſs to be meddling to make you plain as the 
advertifement ſays ; do you fee F'd tell *em pat with- 
out any mincing the matter, you John Nott, deant 
think they'd have put their cloven foot into your dirty 
puddle; it was enough for them to jy cutting their 
ewn horns, and their tails too one may ſay; but I ſee, 
as the ſaying is, what is bred in the bone is never out 
of the fleſh. 

To be plain, John, I know you love good eating 
and drinking as well as our parſons done; or elſe 
there are lions in the tower, as the ſaying is; for you 
tells us, you never works a'ter fix, but fits down to 
ſmoke your pipe, drink ale, and ſo. Why do ye 
know it is all the town's talk, that a great black bird, 
which the Londonners call a vol, fat upon your vice 
bench, and croaked what you ſhould ſay to Maſter 
Prieſtley ; and I confarms it ; for your friend Alex- 
ander ſays, you'd be a mighty burniſht man if twas 
not for bad counſel; and he knows the folks now 
whoſe viper's ſpittle you licked up. Well thought 
on:—You and they have done juſt as the monkey 
did by the cat's paw, who wanted a tater out of the 
fire. Better ſtil] :—A good ſome weeks ago, there 
was a chattering puppet in the town, that if you'd ax 
it if it deant think ſeditious, time-ſerving, underhand 

rſons, werent to be hated by every body, it wou'd 

y downright, without à word of a lie, or any ham- 
mering 
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mering and ſtabbering, © Ay, ay.” But I warrant 
ye, if I had knock'd the puppet o'th head /amebody 
cou'd have given the anſwer. But in troth, I bean't 
ſatisfied about their putting ſuch low ſtuff into your 
yead to fend to Maſter Prieſtley. It I were to anſwer 
for it to-morrow, I could not think how it came about, 
that men who had a univar/ity education cou'dn't 
fight their own battles better. But I . poſe as the ſay- 
ing is, they thought it better to die in a whole ſhin, 
than go to court with a broken yea you knowen as 
well as me John, that they can't contradict what 
Maſter Prieſtley ſays, without doing as old Scratch 
did when he tempted Eve, telling ſtories. Maſter 
Prieſtley, do ye ſee, nocks all they ſay as flat as a 
tomb-ſtone ; and what wont lay quiet, he drives afore 
him, juſt as Alexander's whip does your chaff, 

To be ſure twas mighty charitable in *em to buy 
up ſuch a parcel of your books, and ſend 'em to all 
the public houſen ; Þr this is the only thing I re- 
member they come within a mile of being like our 
bleſſed Saviour; and that is n't very near. You know 
the Bible ſays, he uſed to be a naſnon great crony with 
the publicans. One of theſe black legs picks up your 
books at a tap-houſe t'other day, and jays, Well done, 
John Nott! a deadly good thing! Now this is as 
true as Chriſt is my Saviour; and I hope he'll be 
their's, but they don't go the way for it, Well this 
puts me in mind of Bet (not your Betty) who when 

ſhe takes a cup of ale, ſays before ſhe tips it off, Come 
Betty, here's to you. Deant the creature know, that 
deadly good thing was his dear living ſelf? It is like 
a dog eating his own vomit, as 'tis in the Bible. 

You'll take notice, I ſhan't write the next as I 
don't chuſe to ſpur a jaded horſe too much. But 
you may ſee by this my name is, 

ABLE SHARP. 


( 12 ) 


Poſiſcript. O pray, as I wou'd not be thought 
mean on by my partner, does not little Jack never 
ride out with his daddy to church? as I means to 
give him a pair of ſpurs. 


LE ITER VI. 


FAIEND NOTT, 


NY ES: as you ſay, it was deadly kind of Maſter 
Prieſtley to give us trade's people a bit of ad- 
vice.----We have long been teached, that God 
A' mighty don't care for us---that he only ſent us to 
burniſh buttons and clean ſtables---that if we have 
got a ſou], it's hardly worth looking a'ter; and for 
this reaſon I ſ*poſe tis our parſons don't viſit us 
poor folks, except at chriſinings and buryings. And 
then do ye ſee, when do our clergy makes books for 
us? No---No, they know a trick worth two of that; 
but as the ſaying is, when the belly is full the bones 
will be at reſt. Now, what does Maſter Prieſtley ? 
what does he? why he ſays, if we don't all get to 
heaven it ſhan't be thrown in his teeth; and then, 
which vaſtly pleaſes us, we ſhan't be put upon, and 
be as thof' our eyes were pulled out and our ears 
cut off. Nothing like it---as the faying is, my 
man for himſelf, and God for us all. e may a 


queſtions, and give anſwers of our own making; but 
then we muſt at times, hear and ſee, and ſay nothing. 
For my part I ſhall never forget the mon as long as I 
live, for they ſay, he en't one of us as many agg =p 

I 
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be; for I have heard fay, that Maiſter Prieſtley be- 
longs to what they call the king's club; and to a 
mort of your larned- clubs in outlandiſh countries. 
Now I ſhou'd think Maiſter Prieſtley muſt have a 
fine deal of know ; for they ſay, they lets in nobody 
but kings and princes, and filoſophers, and mayhap 
John, now and then a biſbep, when they can find em 

knowing enough. 
It has juſt-hit me as I am a Dutchman.---And fo 
pr deadly good friend the Preſbyterian told you, 
r. Prieſtley had trimmed your biſhops and parſons, 
and made them ſore for a twelvemonth. Hey! is 
this it? don't you know John, Maiſter Prieſtley told 
mu Mr. Burn in a piece that goes afore his book of 
etters to him, as how as ſoon as he cou'd read his 
ABC, he went to ſcooling to a clergyman who loved 
him ſo naſhionally, that he fuck to him like wax to 


his dying day; and maugre all this, vicars, and reftors, « 


and doctors, and all your topping parſons clung about 
him as bees about honey, as the ſaying is. 

And do you think Maiſter Prieſtley loves flogging 
the parſuns becauſe they wear a black coat, and teach 
people to turn about to the eaſt, as you may ſay? No 
no, or they wou'd not ha' lov'd him fo : but then 
faix, I hope you don't think a parſon is to go about 
like Satan ſeeking whom he may devour, and ſwallow 
us down as though we were all piſmires, and never 
fetch him a ſomerſet in his paunch ? I take Maiſter 
Prieſtley's part, not becauſe his name is Joe Prieſtley, 
but becauſe, I don't lite any human fleſh ſhould be put 
upon, Mr. Burn, whom the folks * was once a 
ſtay- maker, or ſuch like, has been of late days at 


Maſter Prieſtley's whipping-poſt. And there are 
ſuch a many brought there every day, that I _ 
wonder 
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wonder yen were afeard from his whipping poſt looks. 
If you may ſay ſo, a burnt child dreads the fire, and then 
as you ſay, you're afeard Maiſter Prieſtley don't laugh 
much, and pines away at ſeeing others ſo ſleek. Ads! 
How can the good man Jaugh, when ſuch a huge 
number are coming and going from the ep, 
Why it is enough to make an anatomy of him! And 
then do ye ſee, ſome wants more and ſome leſs, and 
the miſchief on it is, a many take to their old ways 
again, for all the world like your bad-folks who come 
to an untimely end. Do you think, John, any man 
can laugh the breath out of his body, when this is 
the caſe? But I hears that Mr. Prieſtley means to 
burn amort of em for the future in the forehead ; 
then you'll all know wwho is your enemy, 
And fo you've heard ſay, that if a man does as 
Maſter Prieſtley bid him, he'll ſoon be no better than 
a heathen or a hottentot. Don't I tell ye, hearſay 
deſerves to be hanged? take this and what follows in 
the right light: /tching ears do ſwallow many wrongs, 
And J have heard as how, ſanderers in former times 
- were marked in the forehead with a red bot iron. A 
naſhion good cuſtom, faith ! Look afore you leap, 
Mr. Johnny, or y may get a burn, and Betty may 
be frightened, and then your poor dear babies may be 
like their daddy. And then the poor labourers ſhall 
| have fine fun. Don't think that I hav'n't read about 
the hottentots. There is a deal about 'em in the 
Acts. They didn't believe any thing about the 
Father Almighty Maker of heaven and earth, and in 
Jeſus Chriſt, his only Son our Lord. But when 
their neighbours died outright, and warnt in fits and 
trances to come back again, the hottentots believed 
they never would have their breath more, * 
| their 
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their uncles and grandfathers, and all their relations 
in the t'other world, and talk old matters over again, 
Now, friend Nott, you knowed when you faid this, 
Maſter Prieſtley preached up God the Father, and 
Chriſt the Saviour, and the tother world, as though 
he was not to ſpeak another minute, he does it fo 
earneſt. Ax any of the poor foks who hears him, if 
every word of this ben't true? One would not think 
you had ever been chriſtened at church, or meeting, 
to hear you tell ſuch /a//ties. 

Well, no fins comes alone, here is another lie 
— You ſeems to ſay, and wants us to believe, 

aſter Prieſtley called the Preſbyterians nec ers. Now 
as true as I'm a living man, any one may ſee and read 
with his own eyes, what I have. In the fourteenth 
page of Maſter Prieſtley's firſt book of very kind 

etters to me among the reſt, you have the truth, 
and nothing but the truth, and all as flat again you 
as light is to darkneſs. Adad, this is @ neger's trick 
of your's, that wont waſh off I'll promiſe you; but 
when we Preſbyterian negers are on Sunday as white 
as a ſheet, you'll be as black as a crow. There's no 
waſhing a black-more white, as the ſaying is. You 
may tells us, me no neger; but nobody will part with 
their eye-ſight to believe you. 

And fo, Mr. Prieſtley you think grows witty in his 
old age; but then you tell us mayhap he may be me- 
lancholy mad; and you knows for ſartin, without an 
mayhap, that he has been p/agurly creſit, and deucedly 
vexed; and you are afeard, he pines away and dont 
laugh much. How now, Johnny? I am afeard your 
ale is too fat, and your head too giddy, to let you 
write downright common ſence, If I were ſure you 
wou'dn't be glum at it / ſhould ſay, à har * '0 
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have a good memory. Mrs. Betty may I be ſo bold as 
to tell you to look in your naſhion clever huſband's 
face, and juſt ſay in your way, None of your ſhilly 
ſhally butterflies for me, give me a good ſtrait for- 
ward man d'ye ſee; and then you'll fix the bell ox 
the right horſe, as the ſaying is: But, mayhap, he 
wont be quite ſo fond of bringing your tongue into 
print—for my aunt loved to fay, when I firſt went a 
courting, Remember, nefew, a woman's tongue will 
pierce as deep as both her eyes. Hah! ant this true 


John as to Betty ? 


And ſo you ha' ta'en into your head to tell us, 
that folks are generous in letting Maſter Prieſtley 
print his cpinions, and never abuſing him for it! Ves 
faix ! wonderous generous! I've ſaid you have ta' en 
it into your head, but, an if you pleeſe, who put it 
there firſt? for I'm as ſure as a Glutton will eat Salt, 
Jobn Nett, the button-burniſher, would never have 
thought of this figgary whatever his lads and wenches 
may. And ſo I ſ'poſe a man maunt ſay now a-days, 
his foul is his own And if fo, why to be plain with 


you. I'd much ſooner have my ſoul ſent back 


in. 


or thof the ſaying be, you may keep a thing to lot 


at, yet as I never ſees it, I dont love to be made 


a game on. And ſo, John, if you had an opinion 
about buttons that pleaſed ye vaſtly, and would make 
all in your way as rich as a biſhop, ye maunt men- 
tion it out for the life of ye. This of your's is 
worſerer and worſerer. And ſo, when any of the 
church folk gives away their opinions about confor- 


mation, as you know they did ſome white ago in this 
town, we may, if we dont have a fit of generoſity, 
break their bones and crunch 'em to mommucks. 


And why forſooth: Why? becauſe as how 1 — 
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J only thinks confarming ſuch poor ſinners as we 
makes bad worſe ; and then they tells me for ſartain, 
as ſoon as you have the biſhop's hand within an 
inch of your head, you are as thof' you wern't bap- 
tized, and had no godfathers and godmothers to take 
your part. And mult be left like to ſtand upon your 
own bottom; who that ſins as you and I do would 
like to part with our godfathers? No, no—no ſuch 
generoſity as you talk off for me. I hope all the 
clergymen in this town will out with every thing that 
will in their opinion, make us keep at home a little 
more, and not ſcold, and get fuddled a Saturday 
night, to our ſhame be'n it ſpoken. I fay that will, 
in their opinion; for you know, you and I ant forced 
to eat hot apple-pie and oyſters of their getting, wz/l 
or nill, I ſay, I hope they'll hte out, without doing 
any thing that deſarves abuſing as you ſay, Now to 
be a little home, John, like friends that ant afeard of 
a woſpes neſt; a man may tell ye as many opinions 
as wou'd fill a buſhuel and net @ word of @ lie in them 
all; but what does a man deſerve who makes a little 
book of letters on purpoſe—l ſay on purpoſe to ſet - 
folks together by the ears: and as thof' he didn't know 
the meaning of the Lord's Prayer, when Maſter 
Prieftley's ſenſe ſtand out for all the world, /ike the 
noſe in your face, I have ſhowed you that your book 
is crambed full of crankers, that I warrant ye wou'd 
make Annanias and Sapphira's hair ſtand an end as 
the ſaying is, as bad as they were, for they told fal - 
ſities to get ſome thing from the church, but you to 
bring grice to the mill as we ſay. Now as bad as 
you have been, we dont' mean to abuſe you, except 
calling you by your right name beit. Here's genero- 
ſity for you if you will. —One ſaying of my — 
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Take heed of a liar, for it is time 19% to be led by him. 

Now I and partner have done over all of your firſt 
letter; and as one may ſay, Whips oft uſed don't laſt 
for ever, I ſhall conclude ; hoping a bleſſing to my 
endeavours, and telling you I am ready to drink to 
your reformation in what ye like. 


ALEX. ARMSTRONG. 
Whip-Maker. 


LETTER VIL 


Maſter Nott, ; 


SINE LEO and ſpurred I Able Sharp am going to 
ride over your ſecond Letter. The firſt gap I 
come to is at the oytſet, where you ſeem to think 
Mr. Madan ſhould have thrown more into the Preſ- 
byterians teeth than he has done. Now do ye fee, how 
moſt monſtrous different Maſter Madan is to you 
John—You want to make us believe you and Mr. 
Madan are two as the ſaying is. And as thof* you 
were birds of a feather. But I know Mr. Madan 
better than to believe, he wants a button-burniſher for 
his elbow-jogger. I loves this rector better than the 
father and fo do the folks in the country; for though 
as the ſaying is, Ve cant tell whether the moon be 
made of green cheeſe, and the other. can, cauſe he 
takes tythes out of the moon, yet all we plain people 
- know what's what too. Ve know Mr. Madan is a 
gentleman every inch of bim; and if he had known you 

| | were 
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were making a book about him, he wou'd not have 
advertiſed an anſwer firſt and 44 as they ſay he did, 
but have told you to have burnt you piece or like 
a Glutton to be ſure eat it up, and not let it get into 
the hands of a principal faction, in this town. Ma 
Sharp ſpeak his mind? You muſt know, John, I 
thinks Maſter Madan did mighty right to preach and 
publiſh his epinions, but then /o J do the other folks. 
And where's the harm on it? flint and ſteel ſtrike 
out light, John. 

Oh heart's alive! I ha juſt hit it to a tee. And fo 
you think the Preſbyterians went brawling here, 
and brawling there, and brawling all the world 
over. And ſo if folks be trod on they maunt c 
out? And more they wou'd not, if you had fair] 
ſqueeged their breath out of their body. Now, I 
warrant ye, the church goers didn't braw! at all ? 
Why the very bells and bottles braw/d after em. 
The topping folks, and the king, and all his chil- 
dren (God bleſs em) ant to take our victuals out of 
our mouths ; and never let us ſhew ourſelves at 
court while we behave well.—No, no; if they do 
they muſt be talkt to, do ye ſee. Your fine people 
are like the tops of your buttons, mighty fine, as I ſaid, 
and the Preſbyterians are the n,; and prithee tell 
us ſpur-makers, if the king would wear a ſingle button 
without a ſhank on ? | 

But as the ſaying is, there's a uſe for every thing un- 
der the ſun ; and we dont wear ſpurs for nothing. If 
the Preſbyterians were fond of brawling, wou'dn't they 
WY more about ſome parſuns going on than they do? 

ow they tells me that a mighty good Preſbyterian 
juſtis was deſired to let a wench ſware a rap againſt one 
of your parſuns in the country. But the juſtiſſes heart 
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was ſo cut at it, that he b and pray d they'd hg 
it all up, for twould ſo beſpatter the parſun's name, that 
if he had any ſhame in him, he'd fly into outlandiſh 
parts, or as the ſaying is, hide his head in a furz- 
buth, as long as he lived : Was not this good for 
evil now? Now woould you believe all Yarley 
church people have been brawling ever ſince that in- 
farmity ſhewed itſelf: You that are ſo mighty en- 


couraging as to read our two books, if ye pleaſe to 


talk it about as how you want to know that for /ar- 
tain that the Preſbyterians are not brawlers, you ſhall 
hear another part of the ſame tune, for 'tisn't like 
common ſing- ſong; here's no end to the parts, and 
ſtore's no ſore. 


Arid fo John, Maſter Frieſtley has been deucedly 
vexed by the parſons of your church ! heh ! Now 


you ms know he'll ſpeke his mind, and I ſhall ſpeke þ 


mine, for that's our birth-right as we ſay. There is 
a piece of advice as old as Adam, dont be vexed by a 


fool: and I ſhou'd [poſe as how the number of em 


cant make any difference as to taking it. Heh ? be- 
fides all that, if I may mention the Bible, when men 
ſay put me into the prieſt's office for a bit of bread, 
they dont love to loſe their longings ; but frightened 


out of their ſeventy ſenſes, for fear as how a Preſby- | 


terian parſon might have ſtuck his knife into a loaf, 
they go and cry, and whine to the king's ſervants, 


for fear the teſty act as you call it, ſhould be put an I 


end to. I want to know who would not be teſty 
when they are ſtarving, and theſe parſons, that the 
Bible ſays, are to treat every body, wont let a poor 
dog touch a crumble, but be always crying out to 
folks, Give, give. 

| Here's 


H. 
tellin 
Sillel 


C WJ 
þ | Here's ſomething pat home that I cant frain from 
it telling you: When I was ſelling ſpurs other day at 
h J6illel, the farmers told me (for what we hate moſt is 
= Always uppermoſt) that their rector, faix, had given 
or em a bold ſtroke at fir ſetting of And if my me- 
nory be as good as I means it ſhould, this was his 

„ ſermon. To cut my meaning ſhort, he ſaid, like 
From the book of Malachi, Bring ye all the tythes into 
be florehouſe, that there may be meat in my houſe. Now 
ell me John, iſn't it enough to make a man teſty, and 
all vex his life out of his body, to be always giving 
ike nd never getting? Depend on it, vou may overload 
nd Iny aſs in the world: and if the farmers ſhould once 
yy, © We wont bear our burdens," the tythe's all their 
wn, Take a piece of advice; dont be prieſt ridden 
ohn, neither by rectors nor Q—rats: my uncle, 
ho was a goodiſh ſort of a man, but always kick'd, 
d flinch'd, and bounc'd, at being exciſed upon, uſed 
by a ſay, he didn't love parſuns nor pigeons, for, ſays he, 
em ge one untiles the houſe, and the other eats all the 
be- Bide out. | 
men How cau'd you be ſo ſoft, John, as to talk of a 
an's ſhooting ſparrows in the dead night; when, 
ned | the ſaying is, twas ſo dark a man could not ſee 
{ſby- / own noſe, and all the ſparrows were gone to rooſt ? 
loaf, Fhis puts me in mind of the Dutchman's biting his 
ants, u noſe, To be ſure, as the parſuns teach us to 
t an Neve, a man may bite his own noſe, or ſhoot ſpar- 
teſty es in pitch dark when a man can't ſee his own noſe, 

the ſoſe God. Now do tell me John, if a parſon did 
t father this parlous tale upon you? for, as the 
ing is, like maſter like man; for in my conſcience, if 
hink any body elſe wou'd think of ſparrows at _ 
ng f, X 
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night. Sparrows, John, are deadly enemies to tythes 
and A 

Ads ! my partner has drubb'd ye ſoundly about 
Joſeph and John the baptiſt. As the old ſaying is, 
one lie makes many, and ſo when you begun to ſlan- 
der, you loved it fo, that you were determined to 
have a belly full on't. If Armſtrong had been Sharp, 
he wou'd have told ye as how if he had printed a 
book, and happened to ſay out of the Bible, « Give 
me John's head in a charger ;—l ſay, it becauſe you 
name is ohn Nott, youd- ha told every body 
meant you; adad! if he had gone a little farther 
into the ſtory and ſaid, © and they went and beheade 
Jobn; 1 $poſe you wou'd have played the Iriſhma 
with us, and danc'd about the tetun to tell folks you hai 
loft your head; and forſooth as you ſay, twould h 
none but à true ſtory. 

And ſo they tells you, Mr. Ruſſell wont be eaſ 
till he has made Birmingham a corporation town 
And I Spoſe if they had told you, you had*nt get 4 
gyes in your head, you would believe em, tho it ſee 
you can ſee to ſhoot in the dark. But as the ſaying | 


every man believes what will ſerve his turn, Didi * 
you know Mr. Ruſſell is one of the fafteff . cl 
our town has got? No corporations for Mall tt 
Ruſſell. He loves hard working folks too well il fo 
that. And as the ſaying is, the more the merrie} I 
Beſides, again, your people that want Birmingham or 
corporation, are your folks that care for nothing, F ag 
the ſaying is, but to bz as fat and lazy as an alderma} no 
And who be they, prithee ? br, 

What a naſhion ſtrange tale John, you tell abof his 
Mr. Burke. And fo, Maſter Prieſtley's mighty e ſtir 
friend turn d tail upon him becauſe he gave I Sm 


gentlefol 
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gentlefolks liquor, inſtead of Birmingham ale? A 
mighty good friend indeed John? You may be near 
the mark; for when I read the newſpaper at our 
club, I thinks I ſees his face like a weathercoch, blown 
about by every wind of church and ſtate. Then where 
is his tail, John? Why ſometimes againſt the biſhops, 
and ſometimes 9 king. A mighty good friend 
indeed Johnny. ell, you may take him tail and 
all an you will; for as an old copy ſays, No deſigning 
man can be a true Apr To tell ye downright, I 
ſhould as ſoon think of finding a pair of ſpurs in a 
butterfly, as a foſt friend in Maſter Burke. 

Well ! I ſees I muſt ſkip a mortal many things in 
your book ! but mayhap my ſpurs may make you 
wince again. | 

About Maſter Prieſtley's changing the name of the 

lace where he lives at, from Foul-lake to Fair-hill. 
Now to be ſure, when a parſon has got ſo fair a name 
as he has, he may change the name of any place. But 
he ha'nt the merit of it. I thought, John, you had 
known more about your own neighbourhood than 
that comes to. Dont you remember one Darbyſhire? 
Why it was he that built that houſe. He was a 
churchman, and a conjuror, and had dealings with 
the devil. Now folks nam'd it Foul-lake after his 


Foul deeds, Which to be ſure were very many, but 


I ſhan't mention em, as the poor man is gone dead, 
or his dough is baked, as the ſaying is. Some years 
ago, this Darbyſhire wanted to ſell his houſe, but 
no body would buy it, unleſs this Foul-lake or Devil's 
brimſtone-pot was removed. So one night, Darby and 
his old friend completed this job, and ſet this foul 
ſtinking lake near down at our parſonage houſe in 
Smallbrook-ſtreet. And from that time to * 

which 


AT, Abel Sharp, writes thig das bebe ewe 
ee to mat neighbourhood. pon after, there 
vas Quaker bought Darbyſhires houſe ; a min of 
very fair name too; famous for having as Gne and as 
many children as our king: J ben it was follfichriften'd: 
t Fami; and this name it is likely to keep, 

unleſs Darbyſhire ſhould move it agaig . 
Ni me and tide tatry for no man ; and -adtny orders 
In town and country are {$ many, L ſhall get — 

the beginning of next week. Only obſerving to 

John, and all good peqople, for your learning, In | — 
madaling lieih much reſt. Tell the N Ley 
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